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Then you are sure to please th

interest is oach one’s interest. The gift is sure to please.

we are to fill your Christmas wants.

The Home

The Recipient.

entire family. And after all, the family’s

many of them, and we truly want you to call and learn how well prepared

Are here, many,

Xmas
Gifts!

What would be nicer
than a Dining Table just
like cut.

$18.50

with.

Davenports, Library Tables, Hall
Racks—everything nice for Xmas

presents that will last : : : :

+SEE THEM.«

Corner Main and Third Sts. CHAS. GREEN, Mgr.
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Sidebeard or
Bufett China Closet,
Dining Chairs,
i 2 Morris Chair,
Something the whole
family would be pleased

Leather Rocker just like cut $6.50.

SEE OUR LINE OF PARLOR SUITS

PARLOR SUITS $20.00 up to $6000 Y.

A.F. WHEELER FURNITURE CO.
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Opp. Court House
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Who wouldn’t be delighted to get a Victor or Victor-
Victrola for Christmas! !
4 . [t's a real pleasure to own such an instrument; to be able
_ to enjoy the world's best music whenever you want to hear it.
A The Victor is truly the wdeal gift for every onc..  And
@ it 1s a lasting pleasurc—an unequaled source of enter-
_ tainment through()ut the ycar.
g Come in and hear the Victor and Victor-Victrola. Let
us show you.the different styles—$10 to $250—and ;
PR : > explain to you our easy-payment plan. C Y )
v =1 Daugherty Bros, =
Y iy "' \ "
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| b Kodaks, Brownie Cameras and Flexible Flyer Sleds.

% Happy at 103.

| Wiiliam Head, who yesterday cele-
| brated at Windsor Workhouse his
{ hundred and third birthday, when
 aSked if he wouid like to go for his
fusual walk into the village of Old
| Windsor replied: “No, thank you. As
| this is my birthday I prefer to spend
| it at home.” He looks wupon the
| workhouse as his home, and spent a
| happy day there. He rose at 7 o’clock
(and had his usual pipe before break:
fast. Then the master brought him
two presents of tobacco which had ar-
rived for him. For dinner the old man
had boiled beef, vegetables and bread.
He spent the afternoon with his
friends at the workhouse, and having
had a good tea, went to bed at 7
o’clock.—London Daily Mail.

An Ingenious Scheme.

The musical code would be a dis-
tinct novelty in wireless telegraphy,
yet no one can deny it is merely a
subtle development of the art of the
ordinary bugler. The “tunes” could
be heard also, no matter how much
confusion was attempted by the op-
erator of ordinary wireless systems.

The manner in which these musical
notes are caused is very Ingenious.
The continucus train of waves still
travels outward from the sending

aerial to the receiver, but by means
[ot a controlling effect procduced when
ja key is depressed on the keyboard
| the waves are alternately brought to
great strength and diminished until
quite feeble.

Friend of Horticulturists,

Daniel William Coquillett knows
more about insects harmful to vegeta.
ble growths than any other man,
though he is only fifty-four years old.
Since 1896 he has been honorary cus-
todian of diptera in the United States
National Museum at Washington, but
before, that he had done a large
amount of effective work in the farms
and in the orchards of Illinois and
California. Gra'sshoppers, caterpillars
anc the microscopic pests which in-
jure fruit izees are his especial prey,
and it was through his e%orts that
ladybirds were imported to extermi.
nate the cottony cushion scale dreaded
by hortlcult}lrists. F
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B OW, our baby had never
# encountered a locked
door. The Jlovesome
pit-pat of his busy fect
M was herald - at whose
4 coming every door in
the house swung open
and over thresholds he
went into assured wel-
comes.

But we were plan-
[ ning a tree. And the
% library door was locked.

He paused in his as-
cent of the stairs to
button in a button that
would not stay buttoned. It required
much time and he sat down on the
step and with all his ten fat. wee fin-
gers labored. Then, “Das a doodie
boy,”. he objurgated himself as, he
resumed bis ciimb of the stairs, the
button buttcned: “Das a daryin’ yittie
gentleman!”

He shook the knob. Waited, jug-
ging on the toes of him and discours-
ing to Nicodemus. .

The door remained closed.

“Open,” he commanded;
open dis door.”
Nobody answered.

kevhole; ‘“zere ain’t nobody
im.” |

Nicodemus yapped and made feints
i at desertion when a dog barked out-

Two fat palms smote it wrathfully. |
“pease |

“P-0-o-r yittle boy,” he wheedled at |

loves | cchoed from the doorway: and “Hap-

T

| side. Fawned back, and licked the
i fingers where bread and honey aromai
| lingered. Sat up and waved an affable
paw at him. }

He sat down on the floor and gath- |
ered his yellow dog into his pinal’m‘eI
and hugged.

“’Cept Nitodemus an’ myssef,” he
said.

Great-grand eame up the hall.

"ls. you been a bad boy, dreat-dran?”
he said. *“Ts you all shutted out””

Great-grand sighed.

“Seems like this horse just will run
away,” in doleful tone;, “and I've got a
bone in my foot and I can't run after
him.”

In a wink he was after the rampant
steed. Captured and mounted, rode
it lordily hither and yon, and when
at last he came back from the breath-
less miles we had slipped down the
| back way and at stairfoot waited.

Slowly, with dignity, he dismounted,
put his steed in stall, came back to
stair-head, and, legs astride and head
thrown back, surveyed us from the
heights of remembered injury. Be-
side him, perky, tongue lolling out,
Nicodemus squatted.

Long legs gathered to his chin,
great-grand ranged himself on the top
{ step and twinkled.
| “Yes, sirs,” quoth
“shutted us all out!”

great-grand:

Our baby nodded confirmation and
Nicodemus yawned in our faces.

“Me'n mys Nitodemus an’ mys dreat-
dran,” he said. “An mys dreat-dran
is dot a bone in his foot an’ I needed
to kiss mys muvver.”

But for three long days the library
ddoor remained locked.

And regularly, after each morning’s
breakfast, he mounted the stairs and
tried the knob and cogitated to Nico-
demus, and poked broom straws under
the door.

open fire. Great-grand loved to dig
and delve in the red-charred logs and
imprison the swarms of rosy bees.

ing upfled sparks, wondering what
phantasms of youth he saw all-beauti-
ful in them, what faces went past in
that rosy mirage that his own should
wear so tender an answering look
into eyes he alone was seeing. Some-
times our baby weuld come to stand
between his knees, head leaned
against his shoulder, and from within
the encircling arms watch. Sometimes
he would straddle one old knee and
snug his heafl under the down-leaning
old chin, gold hair and white hair com-
mingled, and hand over the old hand,
help the poker that prodded and piled
the embers. And the wide eyee seemed
to be seeing with the old man’s vision~,
ing, so united he would sit.

Christmas eve we sat about the
great open fireplace. Great-grand sort-
ed and piled his red-charred logs.
Grandmother was watching, lost in
idleness. Grand father had gone down
cellar for apples and in my lap my
baby was telling me secrets. We
listened bevond the singings of the
flames; beyond the delicate soft sing-
ing and the sighing and the laughters
of them, the wind in the chimney.
From the end of the new back-log the
saps distilled, all the summer’s rains
and dews and green growings in their
whicker-whicker. We had hated to
shut out the skies, so divinely near
they closed in upon earth, with their
starry strands garlanding the rim of
hills. - Our baby had seen his first me-
teor—a feathered trail of ethereal fire
and a soundless splendor as the me-
teor burst and biggenred into a globe
of slysian azure, and went out. And
the black viole_t skies seemed yet
deeplier black with that blue glory
memoried against them, and the stars
pallid and cold. And my baby won-
dered “if there might not be another
Christmas baby, in that blue glory. He
wondered whether, if we'd £0 out, we
might not find a few boys and girls
and babies that got left over, when
God forgot: who had asked to have
'some left at their houses. He wished
he’d been there that night '

y waggled

at the ox- |

en’s inn, to see the little child.
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‘own sef's house, He wanted
so bad.” And even his sweet: 4
sky ]

‘babble picked up that blue
and wondered about it.
were wide and fathomlessly sweet in
the firelight, and his hand clung all
the while to my face and deared it,
and wove heavenly weave into my lifé
in every least little touches of it to
my lips, my cheeks, and in the com-
ings home of it to slip into my bosom
and there nest.

Then we told him that it was going
to be the Christmas baby’s birthday

! tomorrow, and because we SO love
! Ged’s little son we

aive, year after
vear, all life long, gifts to him and to
cach other on that day. And the
library door, tomorrow, would be un-
locked, and a surprise inside for us
each and all.

“Dracious!” was his sole comment;
and slowly the happy eyes slipped
from us behind their curtain-fringes,
the little warm body lay heéavy in my
arms. Slowly Great-grand unbuilded
the house of red embers, and coming
over took the little sleeper into his
arms, rocked and crooned and hugged
and God-blessed him. And with
egranamother’s kisses on the wee feet
that never were still save in slumber,
and grandfather's proud look into the
unwitting face following after, I bore
Lhim away to his crib; so loved, so
loved!

“Is Trismus tum?”

I wakened with the words break-
ing the crystal of my dreams and kiss-
ing themselves against my lips and
a fat white body embracing my head.

“Yes, sir,” I managed to say through
the strangling arms of him. “Happy
Christmas, Bob-for-Short!”

“Happy Christmas, Bob-for-Short!™
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He Had Never Owned .a Kitten.

py Christmas, Bob-for-Short!” floated
in from beyond the east and west
shoulders of great-grand.

He shouted. He danced. Never be-
fore had he been met by all the fam-
ily at crib-side. He jigged all over tpe
bed, trickling® blarneyments and
laughters at the three gray heads that
in unconscious tune to the
prancings of him.

Then, all his vellow body apant with
haste, Nicodemus hustled his fat sell
up the stairs into the fun he was

« missing, and in his wake, Katy from

her kitchen.

And with a “Happy Christmas to
vez, Misther Bob-fer-Short,” she set
a gray kitten on the floor.

We were all very still, as he slipped
from the bed and approached the kit-
ten. He had never owned a kitten. He

Christmas bve we sat about a great eyed it in raptured silence. “Meou,™

said the kitten. :
Into his cheeks the red crimsoned.
“Oh!” he gasped; “wad you tail, titty;

Fascinated, I would watch the swirl- *vease wad you tail!” And she wagged

her tail and arched her back against
his feet and cajoled him, and as he
gathered her into his nightgown and
the white fat bare legs ran with their
treasure, she broke into loud silken
purrings.. And Nicodemus sulked and
fell into a helpless yellow bunch of
protest, when the gray kitten was held
to his nose for a kiss.

And we all dawdled until Katy's
~bell rang third summons. to breakfast.

He went up the stairs alone. Then
Then Great-grand. Then
I. And then the rest of his adorers.

He stopped at the door. ¥

“Open the door, sir,” said grandfa-
ther.

“Tum on, muvver,” he said, reach-
ing hand into my hand.

So we stepped over the threshold
together.

The room was darkened. The fire-
light dulled behind a screen. In the
center of the room a low, fair-branched
young cedar tree gleamed like a great
jewel.

My hand forgotten, he circled the-
tree.

'Round and ’'round. And we after.

“Das a mo’ bu-ti-ful drum,” we:
caught'the murmur as he inventoried.
“Das a yittle 'tend horse.” He paused:
to jog it and in ecstasy watch ifs tail
go up and down. “Das a yittle toad-
frod in dat bid marble. How you
s’pose it dot in?” He tarried to in-
vestigate, and set it rolling for the
kitten to ehase. Nicodemus thought
it was meant for him, and when he
collided with the Kkitten, cowed and
scared and muttering, he fled to a dis-
tance and yapped at bali and kitten.

And the inventory went on: ‘“Das a:
dold waths, yike mys Dreat-dran is'
dot.” He tarried to hunt a pocket,.and’
deposit his watch therein. But first
he held it to ear. And the murmur
resumed: “Dat waths is def an’ dum,
too. Das a piture-but an’ das a piture-
but an’ das a piture-but. . Dra-
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And his eyes
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